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THE ARAB BRIDE. 



Far. o'er the troubled deep a lurid gleam 

Bursts thro' yon cloud, from the sun's latest beam, 

And lights for a moment, with warning raj, 

A bark who still plougheth her onward way 

Thro' the grey mass of waters : — why will she,— 

So beautiful in all her tracery, 

You could almost deem that each spar and shroud 

"Were wove by fond fairy from summer cloud, — 

Venture upon that dreary scene alone, 

To tempt that night, that storm which cometh on ? 

Nought now is heard, save the billow knocking 

'Gainst the bark's hull, now diving, now rocking, 

Or the seabird's wild and shuddering scream, 

As she wingeth past like some thing of dream ; 
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2 THE ARAB BSIDEi 

The wind, no longer a moan as before, 

Runneth thro* each shroud with a hollow roar, 

And driveth the prow thro* each maddening wave, 

Which yawns for her prey like a hungry grave ; 

Now round the mast the white spray is clinging, 

Far overhead every spar is ringing, 

Hark ! on the welkin that low, clanging boom, 

The thunder, the thunder, hath burst from the womb ; 

He comes on his hot and fiery steed, 

He tears up the turf of heaven's inky mead, 

And darts thro' the jagged rent that snaky flash, 

Which runs thro' the mast with a hideous crash, 

And drags the torn hull 'neath the hissing sea 

Down, into the depths of immensity ! 

From the whirling eddy a fearful scream, 

Is sent up for help to the pale moonbeam ; 

But she smiles on each wretch struggling for breath, — * 

A torch to light them to the realms of death. 

All, all are gone, save one athletic form, 

Who buffets still against th' increasing storm, 

With sinewy arm he strikes against each foe, 

Yet faster, stronger, come they at each blow ; 
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Tho' the lightning scorches his very brow, 
Tho' the shivering foam rides o'er it now, 
Tho' the hail darts her arrows thro' his hair, 
And wounds his brain, he fights in wild despair, 
And crests each billow as she rusheth on, 
Prepares for further war when her's is done ; 
But colder, and colder, his life-blood flows, 
Feebler, and feebler, are his dizzy blows, 
Higher, and higher yet, the waves' array, 
Chilly, more ehilly still, the cutting spray, 
Yet still he struggles on — against his breast 
A clammy tiling for a moment is prest, 
It gains his arm, his hand — shall it pass by ? 
Can it be some one in death's agony ? 
He darts at it, perchance in time to save, 
Tho' for a time, a mortal from the grave ; 
'lis caught, what is't ? a jagged mass of wood : — 
'Tis firmer grasped, and now from out the flood 
He drags each weary limb upon its side, — 
A heaven-sent home where he may safely ride. 
Now deeper and longer each valley grows, 
Higher and higher are each mountain's snows, 
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4 THE ARAB BRIDE. 

While the heaven above is a dome of fire, 
Thro* which the thunder wanders in mad ire ; 
Slowly, more slowly, each pulse is beating, 
He feels the blood from each limb retreating, 
And winding its snaky coil round his heart, 
Till his breath from its grasp can scarcely part, 
While, beat for beat, a hideous echo, 
Comes the wave's crash, and then its icy flow, 
And his eye has a dim lacklustre glare, 
And quails not now beneath the lightning's flare ; 
Once more 'tis lit again — along the skies 
It darteth round for help, but none it spies ; 
'Tis cast below, upon the glittering sand 
What is that horrid gleam ? a wither'd hand, 
Beckoning him down unto a watery home, 
To sleep with it where the seamonsters roam ; 
Still faster he boundeth, it lures him on, 
The lightening points unto its visage wan, 
A giddy sickness swimmeth o'er his brain 
Sealing his eyes, oh when to wake again ! 
He feels the raft rutting along the stones, 
He hears it filing o'er the dancing bones, 
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Catches again awhile the billows' dance, 
And now all fades into a chilly trance. 
He dreams he is wafted by winds away 
To regions which ne'er see the light of day, 
And, sailing aloft thro' the realms of space, 
He leaves this globe,— at last he scarce can trace 
The dim and less'ning outline of its shore, — 
It fades, nor in his dream returneth more : 
As the lone swallow, borne on wandering wing 
Away from this clime, to a better Spring, 
Sighs for the home that she hath left behind, 
And wishes that the seasons were more kind, 
That she might linger in her northern nest, 
Nor wander thus, without a place of rest : 
So, borne on the fleet pinion of the gale, 
He wafts back to the earth a parting wail, 
As the thought flitteth o'er his whirling brain, 
That its loved shore he ne'er can see again. 
And now, he seems to enter some dark cloud, 
Which wove its mantle round him as a shroud, 
But he cleaves thro' it, as the sledge thro' snow, 
The wind opes the path thro' which he may go ; 
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His sight is ta'en away, he cannot tell 

Whether he is going to heaven or hell j 

He only feels the cold and spissy air, 

Sigh past his brow, and part his flowing hair, 

He only feels the tugging of his heart 

Against her strings, as tho' she wishM to part 

From her clay-home, and wander thro 9 this shroud, 

Whose sigh she echoed with her pulses loud : 

This horrid mist is past, and sight returns 

Unto him, — how his soul within him burns 

With awe and wonder, as, in the far view 

A world appears, tho' of a dusky hue ; 

Fast, fast he nears it, crags on crags arise 

Of gloomy grandeur, menacing the skies, 

With a dreamy light rushing down their sides, 

And now he's at their base, up, up, he glides, 

Slowly wafted by the murmuring wind, 

Which, now he's on the shore, leaves him behind, 

Seeming to lose itself in the thin air, 

Which broodeth o'er this land, so Death-like fair : 

Has he not come at last into fairy land ? 

But where are its nymphs, that thrice-happy band, 
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Who welcome each stranger unto their home 

With merry eyes, with smiles that go and come ; 

A form appears, it waveth high its hand, 

Is that the welcome ? — 'tis a stern command — 

He follows on its hurried track 5 the grove 

Is enter'd ; giant trees that do not move 

One arm or leaf are here : — surely they stand 

As tho' some dread enchanter with his wand 

Had drawn out all life from the joyous mass, 

And chang'd their trunks into a grove of glass. 

No bird on frightened wing speeds thro 9 the brakes, 

Scared from rest by the noise his footstep makes ; 

No beast of the forest, rous'd from his lair, 

Awakes with hungry yell an echo there ; — 

All, all is calm, so painfully still, 

That it runs thro' his mind with icy chill. 

Can these be the realms of death ? — 'tis too true, 

For now there bursts upon his awestruck view 

The moon : she is not bright, as on the earth 

That lovely planet is, aye giving birth 

To poetry, when, as upon her face 

Tou gaze, you love her, and would wish to trace 
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Her, as she wanders thro' the azure sky : 

Each moment telling tales of times gone by. 

Her brow is not beaming with peace and love, 

To waft the care-worn mind to realms above, 

And pour bright dreams of more seraphic skies 

Into the soul, and soothe her miseries, 

But, from the deathskull which hath fix'd her stamp 

Upon her brow, there shoots, as from a lamp, 

Purple and wat'ry rays, which dart below 

Upon a palace, pale as driven snow, 

Whose tall peaks lance their shadows far and wide 

On the breast of a lake, that has no tide ; — 

Waveless it lies, as some wide plain of steel ; 

It hath felt no throbbings, it cannot feel, 

For the moon, its mistress, that hangs on high, 

Is dead, tho' still with light she feeds the sky ; 

No fish, no bird, no sigh to break the air, 

Nothing of life, save a lone skiff is there. 

What figure is that, sitting on the prow, 

With streaming hair and alabaster brow, 

And melting eyes, that look so wildly dark 

As if they wish to speak ? but, not a spark 
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Of soul is in their glance, nor in that breast 
So cold, on which the tapering fingers rest, 
Is there one throb of life ; oh, how could death 
Deprive so sweet a flower of short-lived breath ? 
'Tis the loveliest form he e'er has seen, 
Though but the shade of what it once had been. 
Slowly the skiff glides from the dusky shore, 
Though there is no sail, though she has no oar, 
T' impel the prow thro' this dark lake of death, 
Save a solemn echo, which, far, far beneath 
The keel seemeth to floaty — it is the sprite 
Of the lake's wave which guideth them aright ; 
And ever and anon the maiden, pale, 
Answers the echo with a long, low wail. 
And now he's at the Palace of the Dead, — 
His quaking footsteps on its threshold tread, 
And his eye wanders thro' the stilly halls, 
Or rests with horror on the glist'ning walls. — 
They have not the warmth of the marble's glow, 
Which man piles o'er the corpse resting below, 
Trying to mark with gaiety the tomb, 
But robbing the grave of her beauteous gloom ; 
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He knows not the sun loves the burnished pile, 
Returns with kisses her alluring smile ; 
And they'll rot that lov'd body in its sleep, 
And mildew the bones Pride attempts to keep ; 
But, thrilling cold, as the crust of that shell l 
With which the sea-snake lines her ocean cell, 
And, ting'd with the purple of that moonbeam, 
They return his glance with a frightful gleam. 
What figure is that, with "the pallid tress, 
So beautiful in all its awfulness ? 
Lost in the depths of thought he seems to stand, 
With his streaming locks clasp'd in his left hand ; 
Far o'er his youthful breast, in many a fold, 
A silvery corslet is firmly roll'd, 
Such as the fretted network of the sky, 
Ere the sunbeam has gilt the vault on high ; 
Upon his chiselTd brow a diadem 
Of gleaming pearl is fix'd, and, round its stem, 
With circumambient and phosphoric glee, 
Shivers the Serpent of Eternity ; 
. While, on a dart, forked as the lightning's brand, 
His body leaneth, pois'd on his right hand ; 
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'Tis too young and lovely to be king Death, 

The scourge of every one that walks beneath, 

Is this that one who presides o'er the wave, 

Alluring the bark to a lonely grave ? 

Is this the dread being ? Man's greatest foe ? 

Th' insatiate murderer of all below ? 

Now slowly from the monarch's feet there springs 

A curtain up, it rises still, and things 

Of odd, antique, and fearful imagery, 

Are painted on its azure canopy, — 

It rises still, and now the scrolls appear, 

Each a bright light, a beaming hemisphere, 

And, gazing still, there comes across his brain 

Low murmuring notes, as though they were again 

The lay of earth's far winds, yet nearer still 

They come, along each wak'ning sense they thrill, 

With all the pleasure that in boyhood's years 

They brought unto his soul : a flood of tears 

Now rushes o'er his cheek, bedews his eyes, 

" These are heaven's stars, and these the nightwind's 

sighs, 
And 'tis no more a dream!" How long he had 
Been on the deep he knew not, but, how glad, 
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Compared to that where he of late had been, 

Appears this lovely, still, and solemn scene. 

Slow falls, more beauteous ere her couch be won, 

Beneath the wave the night's chrystalline sun, 

Sheeting the ocean with so pure a ray, 

That all around appears ethereal day ; 

Softer than bulbul-bird across the sky, 

The nurse-wind sigheth out her lullaby, 

While every wavelet catcheth up the tone, 

And wafteth a farewell till she is gone ; 

Each star, now that the queen hath sunk to sleep, 

Asserts supremacy upon the deep, 

Till that they make the mirror of their eyes 

A lower heaven with their jealousies. 

Yet beauteous nature, potent tho' she be, 

Cannot extract the heart's dark misery, 

And pour into the wound so soft an oil, 

That memory be rooted from the soil ; 

She may illume imagination's dome, 

She cannot gild afresh the heart's lone home ; 

Morad felt this in all its thrilling force, 

He was alone, and where was the sweet source 
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Of all his earthly hopes ? — in the cold grave, 

And he an outcast on the wandering wave ; 

If but that life could be restored to her, 

This world would change, — not seem a sepulchre ; 

If that she were but with him on his raft, 

His soul would rest, and Love's bright cup be quaft 

With purer relish on this lonely sea, 

For he, whate'er her dreams could paint, would be ; 

For her, o'er Memory's dark and troubled stream, 

He'd shed afar an everlasting beam 

Of hope, and many a tale of days gone by 

Would be recalled ; but, not a tear, or sigh, 

Would he permit to thrill athwart her breast ; 

All 'neath Love's potent sun would calmly rest. 

How sweet to roam with her along the deep ! 

Death might come, but in his arms would she sleep. 

But now he felt he was indeed alone, 

The world was bright, but she, his world, was gone, — 

She was the rill meandering round his feet, 

And singing to him lays so soft, so sweet, 

While his boughs waved o'er their feeding stream, 

And warded from its brow the sultry beam ; 

c 
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The Siroc came, and drank up the blue wave,—* 
But left the palm to crumble to the grave. 
Sleep, honey sleep, at last falls on his brain, 
And Morad dreams no more upon the main. 

It is the isle where the soft palm-trees rise, 
Wooing with emerald breast the sunny skies ; 
Where the cloud smiles down as she saileth by, 
And bright birds in the grove sing merrily ; 
Where the zephyr's murmur o'er dells so deep, 
Wraps the sad soul into a balmy sleep, 
And brings to her mossy couch the perfume 
Of musk, roses, and orange flowers' bloom ; 
Where, o'er the rills that dance along the sward, 
The fawn leaps forth, unconscious of the pard ; 
Where the blue wave, wand'ring o'er ocean's breast, 
Finds on her golden strand a place of rest, 
And would wish aye to murmur on its shore, 
Nor thro' the wide world be hurried more. 
Who are the. inmates of this beauteous land ? 
Whoe'er, whate'er they are, a happy band 
Sure they must be ! else nature, for no end, 
Hath decked their home with all that heaven could send. 
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But when will man, tho' treading on the earth, 
Admire the wonders to which she gives birth ? 
Oh ! when will he, contented with his lot, 
Cease fancying that there is, must be, some spot 
More fit than that he has upon the world, 
Where all his darling schemes may be unfurled ? 
Ali, once of Bedouin band the lord, 
Now rotted, as he thought, on this isle's sward ; 
Where was the tramp of war with stirring sound ? 
Where the proud steed, scorning the very ground, 
On which his hoof scarce leaves a passing tread ? 
Where the wan captives once in his train led ? 
Was he, once the scourge of the Moslem's foes, 
To drag life out in solitude's repose ? 
Was he, the terror of the caravan, 
To count life's'moments ? — far too small a span 
At best, to his ambitious and deep scheming soul ! 
True, many summers o'er him could not roll, 
As now is silver'd each once raven, tress, 
And in that brow there is a hollowness 
Unknown of yore ; but, in that eagle eye, 
There is no dreamy gaze on vacancy, 
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'Tis still as keen as when it could of old 
Unmask the guilty, or beat down the bold ; — 
Why will he linger then upon this coast ? 
Why is he not in front the Arab host, 
Urging them on to battle ? — he waits his hour, 
Oft long'd for, now almost within his power. 

" Would that I ne'er had ventured forth to chase 
That caravan, wherein I found thy face, 
So pale and tempting, Stella ! that its power 
Unnerved my soul in an unguarded hour, 
And made me wed thee, contrary to law, 
And spot my name with an undying flaw ; — 
Then might I still be of my band the chief, 
And not be wandering here like felon thief. 
There is a blessed consolation still, 
In knowing 'twas done by my own free will ; 
I saw their grumbling looks, and well foreknew 
My reign was o'er, with all its service too : 
I could not live to see in my right place 
Another form, — to see each mocking face, 
That once saluted me with fawning fear, 
Scarce recognize me as I passed near, — 
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The sidelong whisper, or the prying glance, 

Thrown out to scan my mien, as if, perchance, 

My crest could sink an atom of its height, 

My lip to them would wreathe a smile so bright 

Of friendship, that they would pity my lot, — 

An earnest, that I hoped they had forgot 

In it my former proud unyielding reign, 

Was tamed now, would herd with them again. 

No ; — though I rot upon this cursed sward, 

No outcast I, but a self-banished lord ; 

My plan is good : Zamora now must wed, 

Tho' hard her fate, unto their chief Kaled ! 

And then with her Til leave this hated strand, 

Regain my station, for I shall command 

Both him and all ; — for, nought of that bright store, 

Which lies concealed beneath my cabin's floor, 

And which can wound his avaricious heart 

Far deeper than the touch of love's soft dart, 

Shall ever glance across his hand, till he, 

Before them all, bows down in fealty ; 

Whilst they wish for a wilder arm, I know, 

To lead their bands against th' intruding foe ; 

c2 
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Thanks to my prudence ! she at least will save 
My bones from mouldering in an unknown grave ; 
And Ali's tarnished, tho' once glorious, name, 
Shall slumber yet beneath the wing of Fame. 
Where is Zamora ? I must tell her now 
Soon to prepare to take the marriage vow, — 
No girlish fear, no tear upon the eye, 
Can save her hand from its fix'd destiny ! 
Tis meet her hand should help to drown the shame 
The mother brought on me, and my bright name." 
The Arab father turneth from the steep, 
Whose dark grim shadow floateth on the deep, 
That deep, so soft, on which the noontide sun, 
With all an eastern warmth, now shone upon ; 
He almost sighs that his perturbed breast, 
Like that bright sea, could as serenely rest ; 
" No, no," he says, — " better that burning power, 
Scorching the tree, to whom the thirsty flower, 
On withering stem, throws her last glance on high, 
And sues for mercy in its parched eye, — 
I'd rather be the world's dread cause of fear, 
Whom she will gaze at, wonder, and revere." 
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His dark eye, as it glanceth o'er the main, 
Catcheth a speck, and now 'tis lost again, — 
And now again it strikes across his eye, — 
" Can it be the bark of my destiny ? 
Oh, bright but lying hope, thou ne'er didst bring 
One wish'd-for gift ; 'tis but the seabird's wing." 
In a deep dell, — thro' which a sparkling stream, 
Hid by the cocoa shade from the sunbeam, 
Weaves diamond necklaces on velvet ground, 
From which the purple violet around 
Flings her delicious odour ; while, afar, 
The ear can scarcely catch the tinkling jar 
Of the soft waterfall, o'er whose white head 
TV acacia and the darker myrtle spread 
Their friendly covering, — Zamora stands, 
Intently gazing at the happy bands 
Of finny wanderers who play below, 
And seem to feel each joy, but nought of woe. 
Her hand in soft reproof she gently lays 
On the brow of a fawn, whose dark eye strays 
Unto her mistress' eye, to her so kind ; 
How can it e'en in thought leave her behind ? 



y Google 



20 THE AKAB BRIDE. 

That eye, so like to thine, so melting dark, 
With soul to quicken, and send forth each spark v 
A moment I might look at thee, gazelle ! 
On her eye I could gaze ; it has some spell ; — 
The lash, that hides the heavenly fire from sight, 
Is dewed with tears, and dark as darkest night, 
And rests upon a cheek, whose velvet dye 
The pomegranate's best bloom could never vie ; 
That brow, so soft, with its arches below. 
As if the god of love on the pearl's glow 
Had traced with finger, steep'd in Henna's dye, 
A fairy hall, whence he might safely fly 
His fleetest arrows thro' the maiden's eye, — 
Is part conceal'd beneath the flowing hair, 
Whose sunny waves roll to her feet, so fair, 
They seem the lilies of that purling stream, 
Flinging athwart its breast their satin gleam ; 
Such auburn hair, beneath whose golden shower 
Rises her crested neck, to which the flower 
Of lotus she hath wreathed through her tress 
Blushes compared to its pearly softness ; 
She looks like some statue Fancy has made 
To guard the stream of memory in that glade ; 
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Hark ! sweetest music issues from that lip, 
Ting'd with the dye that ocean waters tip 
Their favour'd shell ; you almost thought you heard 
In chrystal halls the note of bulbul-bird. 
"Yes, they, and thou, my fawn, know nought but joy 
That makes your lives, that is your whole employ, 
Ye know no sorrow should a brother die, 
Ye feel no grief, ye know no memory; 
The present moment is your only thought, 
The past, with all its pleasures, is forgot : 
Oh Morad ! girlhood's friend, brother and love, 
Would thou wouldst come indeed into this* grove, 
Though thou art ever with me in each dream, 
At night in heaven, thro' day, by hill or stream, — 
Bright though thou 'rt ever fashioned in thought, 
Tis not so bright as thou, it ends in nought — 
I cannot make the vision speak as thou, 
I cannot dream the thoughts of thy bright brow — 
Yet still to me each dream is far more sweet 
Than aught I know, or see, or feel : more fleet 
The hour glides by when I am in its maze, 
More sweet each sound, more beauteous each flower's 
gaze; 
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Nay, do not take the garland from my hair, — 
Come to the waterfall, and I will there 
Cull thee a brighter wreath from the rose-tree, 
Tis what a sister's love should have from me.-* 
I scarcely know 'tis right, to kill the flowers, 
They seem so happy in their emerald bowers ; 
And yet — surely they were not made to bloom, 
And waste their fragrance in an unknown tomb ? 
Oh no, that Power who reigneth in the sky, 
Gave us the flowers to cull them ere they die ; 
Else would they not so tempt us with their breath, 
That, for their beauty, we but give them death." 

With merry feet they trip along the ground, 
Try to catch her footprints — they are not found ; 
The violet, scarce press'd as she glides by, 
Raises anew her bright, unsullied eye, — 
'Tis now 'neath the gazelle's tinkling tread, 
Its stalk is cleft in twain, the flower lies dead ; 
They climb the mossy mountain's rocky steep, 
Where wild-flowers blossom, and where genii sleep— 
And now, she stoopeth o'er the white cascade 
For yon rosebud,-* a hand on her's is laid — 
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She starts and turns her eye, "Is't thou my sire ?" 

"Who else could it be?" he replies in ire. 

"Tis meet, Zamora, that thou bidst farewell 

To making playthings thus of each flower bell ; 

The sixteenth summer now along thy head 

Is rolling fast, and thou art still unwed ; 

What will thy kinsmen say, that thus unknown 

Thou shouldst pass all thy youth ? and, when 'tis flown, 

Remember, that it never cometh back, 

Time never yet once turned upon his track, 

But, noiselessly pursues his onward course ; 

Feeling no sorrow, knowing no remorse. 

He hurries us unto the gloomy grave, 

Plunges us in, and its engulphing wave 

Conveys us to another distant shore 

Where we may wander, but return no more. 

Thou wert not born to be a rural maid, 

Thy form is far too proud for greenwood shade, 

'Twas made to grace a nobler, better, scene, 

To walk thro* mirror'd halls, the envied queen." 

" These murmuring streams, these green and mossy walls, 

Are better than the glaring mirror'd halls 
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Thou tellst me of.— If envy make her bed 
Where the proud foot of lords and ladies tread, 
There can be little pleasure in the scene, 
I'd rather be of this fair Isle the queen." 
" Zamora, look on me, am I not grey ? 
A few short years, and I shall pass away ; 
And who hast thou on earth, when I am dead, 
To. guard thy beauty ? No, no, thou must wed. " 
" Father, there was one, who protected me 
In by-gone years, in girlhood's infancy, 
That one never hath left me yet, altho' 
I see her not, nor hear her voice below, 
Still frqm the heavens above, her blessed eye 
Guardeth her daughter, and it cannot die." 
"Daughter, it is thy aged sire's command, 
Thou goest with him unto thy fatherland ; 
To Kaled, who comes for thee o'er the brine, 
Thou must give thy hand at the marriage shrine ; 
Nay, do not sigh, thou dar'st not disobey." 
He culls the flower, 'tis hers, and he's away. 
Was it for this, that leaf, and stream, and tree, 
Were stamped by her with Morad's memory ? 
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Was it for this, that early every morn 

She scaled the island's steep, tho' faint and worn, 

To scan the ocean, if, perchance, there were 

One sail, however distant, yet to her 

It brought some hope, which, thro' the weary day, 

Would cheer her heart, and scare dark thoughts away? 

Was it for this, that every noxious thought, 

Which would wing its way o'er her young brow, fraught 

With the unmentioned ills her mother bore, 

But scarce could hide, they were so wide a store, 

From her harsh sire, was stifled In her breast ; 

And for that mother's sake, who now did rest 

Beneath the turf, she ever tried to shed 

A beam of love o'er all he looked or said ? 

That day Zamora wandered far away, 
From bower to bower, from dell to ocean's spray ; 
Yet each grove was more darksome than the last, 
Each wave more noisy than the one that past ; 
The happy birds, trilling their songs on high, 
Seem'd rioting in mad hilarity ! 
The very sunbeams were by far too bright, 
They only seem'd to mock her breast's dark night; 
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But twilight comes at last, to her its hour 

Had ever some soft spell, some calming power, — 

The evening star, whene'er she lit the sky, 

Had ever brought her hopes in times gone by, — 

And surely now it will bring some relief 

To that pale brow, that eye so full of grief ! 

She rises from the mossy stone, where she had ta'en 

A moment's rest to calm her burning brain, 

And, wandering along the lonesome steep, 

Her eye is cast across the murmuring deep. 

What can thus freeze her very inmost soul, 

And bid her breath in gasping eddies roll ? 

The moonbeams are on the ocean glancing, — 

What form is that on the billows dancing. 

And swift to the yellow shore advancing ? 

'Tis but some restless monster of the deep, 

Gramblling above ere he sinks down to sleep : — 

No, no, 'tis some root from the mountain torn, 

And round the island by the eddies borne ; — 

Aye, that is all, they whirl it swiftly by, 

The jutting rock now hides it from her eye ; 

Across her brow again the maiden's hand 

I© thrown, her eye turn'd to the ocean's strand 
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Finds there, — what can it be, whose horrid gleam 
Mocks with its ghastliness the pale moonbeam — 
A shatter'd raft — and, dangling o'er its side, 
A human arm, flapping the surge's tide ! 

The Arab, still on golden dreams intent, 
Turns his footstep where all his soul is bent, 
And counts if still his treasures safely lie 
In their dark cell. Hark to that piercing cry ! 
It awakes the bird in her nightly bower, 
And she knows this must be some fearful hour ; 
It awakes the hound's slumber at the door ; 
It startles that miser conning his store, 
And runs thro' his soul like the parting knell 
Of all that burnished heap he lovM so well. 
The porch is gain'd : " Zamora ! where is she ? 
Ha ! on the shore. What's that upon her knee ? 
A marble brow ; can it be Ealed's form ? 
Could he have perished in that awful storm 
We had a few nights back ?" His footsteps glide 
Down the green hill, and, by his daughter's side, 
He bends o'er Morad in his clammy sleep : 
" Come from the wave ; restore it to the deep, — 
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Dost hear, daughter ? 'tis but a Christian's corpse." 
" Christian or not, hast thou got no remorse 
To give it back unto the greedy wave ? 
At least well give it to a peaceful grave ; 
Ah ! heaven be prais'd, there is a little throb ! 
Yes, yes, he lives ; dost hear that piteous sob ? 
Or was it but — ? No, no, he opes his eye, 
And looks to us for help and for mercy." 

Whose arm, pale wanderer of the billow, 
Circling thy head that night, prov'd thy pillow ? 
Whose eye was it that hung upon thy sleep, 
Brighter than watch-star on the midnight deep ? 
Now gemm'd with tears, as gazing on thy brow 
She read on it many a grief, for now 
How alter'd is it, since in days gone by 
She roam'd with thee by streams of Araby ? 
Now lit with hope, as brighter visions roll, 
Of coming bliss across the maiden's soul ; 
Whose lip was it, that tho' it might awake 
Could not refrain from thine one pledge to take ; 
And, when that draught, so sweet, was stole away, 
Who laughing blushed, and blushing still would pray ? 
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Light comes — the night-flower hath folded her bell, 

The night-wind hath sighed forth her last farewell, 

Hark ! 'tis the bulbul sinking into sleep, 

Lo now the wearied moon falls 'neath the deep ; — 

Yet she watches, 'tis not to her sunrise, 

Her morn is in the opening of his eyes ; 

The sunbeam floateth o'er his pallid brow, 

And seems to bring a blush athwart it now, 

And now she bendeth down — what is that sigh 

That breaketh from his lips convulsively ? 

As tho' he spoke of something far away — 

A night which ne'er could feel the joyous day — 

And now again it thrilleth thro' his frame ? 

It is — it is — thy own expected name : — 

Then from her lips a well known ditty flows, 

And wakes the wanderer from his long repose ; 

Wake Morad, the birds are singing 

A lay to the dark-blue sky, 
And the flowers, upward springing, 

Raise their joyful crests on high ; 
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The zephyr floats o'er the blue wave 
And plays with her silken tress, 

And changes her breast, dark as the grave, 
From night into loveliness. 

The rills o'er the sward are dancing, 
And wreathing their diamond chain 

O'er her, in the sunbeams glancing, 
Ere they mingle with the main ; 

The clouds, as they wander above, 

Echo the earth's melody, 
And swell the song of grateful love ; 

But where is the lay from thee ? 

The voice, soft as the note of convent bell, 
Winding so slowly thro' the evelit dell, 
Dies upon Morad's ear ; he opes his eyes : 
" Art thou some angel sent from better skies 
With that fond token of my only love ? 
Oh tell me is she happy there above ? 
Tell her, that though I wander here alone, 
Fancy oft paints me her, altho' she's gone, 
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And, that I wish no other form to rest, 
Than that bright dream, upon this troubled breast." 
The maiden's tears fall fast upon his brow, 
And loose the spirit of his dream, for now 
His dim eye gaineth lustre, and its rajs 
Centre themselves in one long piercing gaze, 
Which dyes Zamora's cheek with crimson blaze. 
That is enough, he clasps her to his breast, 
And murmuring her name sinks down to rest ; 
How long he slept he knew not, but he found, 
Whene'er he woke, her arms around him wound, 
What hour it was he asked not, for to him 
Her eye was heaven, her voice a seraphim. 
How sweet it was to her to hear him tell, 
As strength returned, the dangers that befell 
Him, whilst he wandered o'er the trackless sea ! 
And then to know 'twas but a memory. 
How sweet to bring the flowers to his bed, 
The blushing fruits before his eyes to spread, 
To tell him all the sorrows of each day, 
The dreams she had, when he was far away ; 
How sweet to watch the glow of health alight 
Upon his cheek, and still become more bright, 
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To sing each song she knew he loved before, 
And find 'twas not forgot, but loved the more,— 
How sweet to hear him ask for bygone things, 
Which were her's once, but now had taken wings 
And pass'd away, and then to think that though 
Death came to all things in this world below, 
He ne'er should wrench her Morad from her breast, 
But that together they should sink to rest. 

At length the long'd for day arrives, when she 
Shall show to him her Island's scenery. 
Link'd in each other's arms they wander far, 
Explore each cavern with its halls of spar, 
Trace out the fountain of each purling stream, 
And find its nymph, the lily, in soft dream, 
Wind through the labyrinth of orange wood, 
While ever and anon, where'er he stood ; 
His name, carv'd on the bark, or mossy ground, 
With some soft prayer annex'd, the wanderer found, 
Or once tame bird, though now at liberty, 
Would ring it thro' the shade as they pass'd by. 
They did not talk their love, that was theme 
Of each one's soul— but not a wordy dream ; 
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They did not ask each other if the vow 
Of times gone by had e'er been broken through ; 
But, each heart, fearless, leapt the chasm of years, 
And felt more safe, for now acquaint with tears. 
Fast flits the day, hours into moments run, 
And eve comes on ere morn has scarce begun, 
And now unto the beach enclasp'd they stray, 
They hear the splashing of the silver spray, 
They hear the night-wind wake from out her rest, 
And roll her music o'er the blue wave's breast, 
They watch the sunset fade from out the skies, 
And then they ask a heaven from each one's eyes. 
Hark ! what footstep is that upon the sand ? 
What demon can it be whose tawny hand 
Thus grasps the lover's arm, — 'tis the dread Ali 
Rolling upon Morad his bloodshot eye ; 
" What want'st thou here ? this is love's sacred hour, 
We want no mortal to hallow its power ; 
Away !" — " Thou Christian dog of treachery, 
Dost thus repay my services to thee ? 
Wouldst take the lamb from her parental fold, 
And rob me of what is more dear than gold ? 
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Release thy hold from my own daughter's side, 

She can't be thine^ she is another's bride." 

If an adder with venom'd tooth had stung 

That arm, which round Zamora's neck is flung, 

It can not start from its foul touch more quick, 

His bosom heaves, his breath comes short and thick, 

As though 'twould burst the home from whence it came, 

A thrilling shudder runs along his frame, 

As the last leaf of autumn in the breeze 

Dances awhile ere she falls from the trees. 

Now all is still, a chaos of the mind, 

Love, earth and life, all, all are left behind ; 

He stands the rigid statue of despair, 

With pale clench'd lip and high uplifted hair, 

And now the body crashes on the shore, 

He hears not the voice of the surge's roar, 

He sees not the eve with dewy fingers 

Chase from the sky the light, that still lingers, 

As lothe to part from that emerald isle 

Who welcomes him aye with so sweet a smile ; 

He sees not the stars awake from their sleep 

And gem with their soft lamps the azure deep, 
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He sees not the moon sail athwart the sky, 

Hfc hears not the night-bird's low melody, 

As she pours forth her lay from citron grove — 

A sorrowful tale of despairing love. 

But, chilly on the ocean strand he lay, 

And pallid as the surges 9 lily spray ; 

The billows follow fast along the beach, 

At last his marble brow they touch — they reach. 

They gently play upon his raven tress, 

And wake his brain from dreams of nothingness, 

His rolling eyeballs from their sockets gleam 

A glance of half-madness to the moonbeam; 

" Hast struck me mad — fearful planet as thou 

Wandering for ever with so pale a brow 

Across this wondrous earth ? oh, if there be. 

In thy bright beam one ray of kind mercy, 

Take, take my life, oh give me but a grave, 

But oh this dizzy brain from memory save ! M 

And now with frantic step he plungeth thro' the wood 

To seek some cave, and die in solitude. 

The morrow came, and with it Kaled came, 
Asked for his bride, with haughty words, not tame ; 
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Hurried her weeping from her sunny Isle, 

Gave her, for tears, a horrid, sickening smile ; 

And when she asked some time, to bid farewell 

To each loved stream, her fawn, her shady dell, 

Her father interfered, and mildly said, 

" Perhaps we may return when thou art wed. 

But all these childish fancies, with their tears, 

"Will soon be buried in fast-coming years." 

And Morad from his cave beheld her stand 

For a moment upon the Ocean strand, 

And cast a wild and wandering gaze around, 

As if for help, if it could but be found. 

But his heart was cold, and his brain was fire, 

And his lip was curled with disdainful ire. 

Beheld the bark unfold her snowy wings, 

Bound o'er the wave as the breeze fresher springs, 

And, gazing still, the shadows of the night 

flit o'er the sea, and shut her out of sight. 

But as he rises now, a hollow sigh 

Bursts from his burning lips, tumultously. 

He wanders down, enters the cabin door, 

Passes the lute of her hell see no more : 
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Her birds upon the lattice singing near,— 

Why will they ask so piteous for their cheer ? 

Her flowers drooping for the genial rain 

Zamora gave, but when shall give again ? 

That fawn, whose very eyes are dewed in tears— »- 

A tale in each — a tale for after years ! 

No, no, a sabre's gleam attracts his eyes, 

With thankful heart he snatcheth at the prize. 

The blade is keen, and now he casts around 

One last farewell to her;—- upon the ground 

What is't that dances to his very feet, 

As though some spirit were upon the sheet ? 

A name in blotted characters appears, 

The hand that wrote it must have writ in tears : 

" Though billows may divide, we cannot part, 
For thou shalt ever be 

Enshrined within Zamora's broken heart 
Unto eternity." 
Then fast, and free, from out his burning brain, 
The tears burst forth, and calm its racking pain — 

'Tis midnight on the wide, blue, lonely sea, 
And all is hushed in deep tranquillity ; 
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There's not a ripple on the galley's beam, 
The wave hath lost her pulses in her dream ; 
There's not a murmur in the glassy air, 
To move that ebon flag which resteth there ; 
There's not a creak of bird or insect's wing, 
To wake gone Nature from her slumbering ; 
The very moon halts in the midway sky, 
As tho' she felt it were her hour to die, 
And melts away in one encircling tear. 
Which floods the world in pearly atmosphere. 
Hark, hark, 'tis a foot on that galley's stair, 
A knitted brow, a sheet of unbound hair, 
A glaring eye, lit with a fierce dark smile, 
And now, the pallid maiden of the Isle 
Bursts on my sight ; and from her clenched hand 
Flasheth the gleam of yet unsullied brand. 
The deck is gain'd, but, wake not slumberer yet, 
Mercy there's none, the blade may yet be wet ; 
It glanceth past thee, severeth in twain 
The eable : — and, that splash upon the main 
Slowly dispels thy happy dreams of home,— 
And now upon thine ear the oarstrokes come : 
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But the deed is done, the captive is free, 

And winging her flight o'er the phosphorM sea. 

Now the shrill watch-call ringeth thro* each shroud. 

The tramp of feet, the curse both deep and loud> 

From hold and cabin dusky forms appear, 

" Who is the traitor? " Ali cries « He's here ! " 

But, ere the mariner his tale can tell, 

Plead weary limbs unto the tyrant fell, 

Ere his blanch'd Hps can waft to heaven a prayer, 

The foaming Arab grasps him by the hair, 

Holds him a moment off to take his aim, 

Runs the keen sabre thro' his quivering frame ; 

And now, the body, weltering in blood. 

Is flung into the deep, the gray shark's food. 

" Down with the other boat !" he fiercely cries; 

But mute they stand around, — not one replies ; 

And, from their mutterings and sullen brows, 

He gathers they are not averse to blows : 

Yet, though he has the heart, the nerve, to fight 

With them, alone, unaided, through the night, 

He drowns the burning wish within his breast, 

And, grimly smiling, snatcheth from his vest 
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A purse of gold : " This to the foremost hand 
That grasps yon boat, ere it can reach the land. 11 
" tier price," he mutters to himself, " is more 
Than thousands of this proffer'd paltry ore." 
Now through the air the rustling cables creak, 
On tangled knot their spleen the seamen wreak ; 
Cleave with the axe each coil, for teeth too strong, 
Swing down the pulleys, join the hoarse, wild, song ; 
And Kaled, waked with their discordant screams, 
Appears, tho' scarce roused from his wine-fed dreams, 
Perceives her skiff far pn the glimmering sea,- — 
And curses the star of his destiny. 
The boat is lower'd at last, — 'tis mann'd, 
The Arab waves on high his bribing hand. 
The blades splash on the lucid wave and scare 
Its rest 'neath the moonbeam, so soft, so fair. 
As mated bird, through the greenwood winging, 
Starts at gunshot thro' its arches ringing, 

As homebound deer, from the fountain drinking, 
Bounds from pard's step thro' the long grass sinking, 
So the poor maiden, having paused awhile 
To thank Heaven's bounty with a grateful smile, 
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To pour from trembling knees her soul's best flood, 
To him who saved her hand from spilling blood, 
Starts at the dash of that pursuing oar, 
A moment turns to her own Island shore. 
" "lis far/' she says, " but I shall nerve this arm 
With love's best strength, with love's severe alarm." 
Now swifter than loosed bee along the grass, 
The boat floateth over that sea of glass : 
Is she not the spirit of that moonbeam, 
Winging its flight into the land of dream ? 
But, the way is far, and thy foes are strong, 
And sure on thy track they hurry along. 
The hungerM wolf in pursuit of the deer 
Still follows, though the prey may not be near, 
Though her fleeter foot may leave him behind, 
Yet he knows full well and calleth to mind, 
The hour when it will lag : so, at the first 
Afar from their foul bonds the maiden burst, 
And her merry laugh, as 'twas borne away, 
Told her father the arm, that oft in play 
Had rowed him round the Isle in days of old, 
Had not lost its skill now, — was yet more bold. 
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But now on his lip plays a horrid smile, 

" She lags and there is yet another mile." 

" They come," she mutters, nerving up her arm 

Now dizzying 5 " despair has yet a charm." 

And fleeter than cloud thro' the heavens driven, 

The keel of her skiff thro* the wave is riven* 

Yet, swifter yet, her oar-blades are glancing 

Thro' the blue brine, now in bubbles dancing, 

And the prow cleaves through a valley of snow, 

Which still deeper becomes at every blow. 

" They come !" — ye can scarcely distinguish the word, 

The beat of that heart is far easier heard, 

Each pulse boundeth fast, each nerve is strain'd, 

Yet still more distance from them is not gain'd ; 

The isle must be close, but she daren't look back, 

For the wolves' long gallop is on her track ; 

Her pale lip is set, and her sunny air 

Floateth away on the clefted night air. 

" They come !" — but now 'tis alow stifled scream, 

Her eye meets her sire's through the pale moonbeam, — 

His arm uprais'd, like some demon of night, 

Urging on her foes to. their utmost flight. 
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Loud from the steep now rings her Morad's cheer, 
That nerves her soul, that chaseth every fear, — 
Though she gaspeth for breath, can scarce respire ; 
Though her breast is a furnace of molten fire ; 
Tho' lightnings dart athwart her madden'd brow, 
And an ocean of lead hangeth on below ; 
Yet the blush will mount o'er each cheek, each limb, 
Telling her ear hath recognis'd him. 
But now her arm hath a convulsive throe, 
Her cheek is blanched with a deathlike snow, — 
That beauteous eye takes on a dazzled gleam, 
As though 'twere palsied by the wand of dream ; 
One struggle more — but the oar-blades quiver 
Through the air, not sea, they catch, they shiver 
Upon that rock : and now the eddy sends 
The maid to her lover, who o'er her bends. 
" Look up, Zamora, 'tis thy Morad calls." 
His voice on a death-chilTd ear only falls, 
And yet through the eye shoots a last fond smile, 
As though 'twere he and her own happy isle. 
Scarce is there time to lave the pallid brow, 
Glue his mad lips to hers, so chilly now, — 
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Dart forth the trembling hand unto the side, 

And feel that silence only has replied, — 

Ere the foes are come, — thro* the waves they dash, 

Their sabres gleam, upon his own they clash ; 

Yet still with his arm he supports his bride, 

Though she hangs like a mountain upon his side ; 

Now brand meets brand, thro' the moonbeams crashing ; 

Foot meets foot, thro' the red blood plashing ; 

Eye meets eye, — but whose is the wildest, 

Theirs, or the youth's of the desolate breast ? 

They hem him around with fast lessening fold, 

An arm is sent forth, on her it has hold j 

But that eye has caught it, 'tis cleft in twain, 

And his wild shout ringeth far o'er the main, — 

For his brain is mad, and his heart is steel, 

Let it burst if it may, he cannot feel, 

But none, whilst one pulse beateth in its vein, 

Shall touch with foul finger her form again ; 

"Why pause they now ? they know not — cannot tell ; 

He is not man, 'tis a demon of hell ; 

The moonbeam that plays on his dewy brow, 

Is black compared to its whiteness now j 
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The fresh gore from his brand dripping in streams, 
Is not half so red as that eye's fierce gleams ; 
And that limb stretched back to sustain the shock, 
Though supporting a corpse, is firmer than rock ; 
" Come on, trembling cowards, ye would not fly," 
As he waveth his arm across the sky : 
The rush is made, but the foremost foe, 
Cleft through the skull, sinketh in death below ; 
They pause again, — they lift the reeking corpse, 
Fling it on before them without remorse, 
And ere he, staggering, beneath its weight, 
Can free that arm, — so wild, so fear'd of late, — 
His breast with many a wound is riven, 
On that ledge of rock his brow is driven ; 
But his faithful arm, still twin'd round her side, 
Now drags to his heart his own Island Bride ! 

Te may search for that isle on ocean's breast, 
The siroc hath blasted its beauteous rest, 
The tornad hath rent up its vales so green, 
The earthquake hath drank up its streamlets' sheen, 
And the wild wave plays now with it no more, 
But lasheth round its rocks with hollow roar, 
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And the bark crossing its path on the deep, 
Curseth the frown of the grave on its steep ; 
But o'er it there waveth one lone palm-tree, 
And to it, from bright groves of Arab/, 
The bulbul wandereth, and raaketh there 
A home for her young in its waving hair, 
And telleth to them, with voice soft and low, 
The tale of those who sleep in death below. 
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THE ALPINE HUNTSMAN'S SONG. 

Let them sing of their silvery fountains 

Where th' olive and citron twine, 
Our's is the land of the snow-clad mountains, 

The land of the purple vine ; 
Our spirits are light, and our skies are bright, 

And we love our craggy hills, 
For there the light foot of the wandering goat 

Bounds free o'er our sparkling rills. 

We know not the toil of a*city life, 

'Tis full of envy and care, 
We could not pass our days in endless strife, 

Far from our loved mountain air ; 
When the golden sun his bright race hath run, 

We encamp by the blue Rhine, 
Love ditties we troll o'er the sparkling bowl, 

And quaff off the blood-red wine. 
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ON A RUIN. 



Thou hast had thy day of glory and pride, 

Grey mass of crumbling walls, 
And hast seen bright knights thro' thy portals ride, 
Dames in thy stately halls ; 
But they all are gone 
And left thee alone 
To moulder away stone by stone : 

Thou hast seen the tripping of merry feet, 

Thy corridors along, 
And hast echoed the sound of music sweet, 
The soul-inspiring song ; 
But who now for thee 
Sings a monody ? 
Save the low murmur of the sea : 

The sun, as he rose from the rubied east 

All nature to adorn, 
Then saw no gratitude in thy proud breast, 
But aye was met with scorn ; 
He's now in the sky, 
And, as he rides by, 
He laughs at thee with mocking eye. 
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Thy turrets once menac'd each pearly cloud 

With dark and haughty crest, 
They foster the grass, which weaves thee a shroud, 
In which the reptiles rest ; 
And the hollow howl 
Of the horned owl, 
Is echoed by the wild dog's growl. 
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SONG. 

Oh ! bind not my brow with roses, 
They are flowers too sweet for me, 

For, 'tis said, that love reposes 

On leaves, culled from that thorny tree. 

Nor weave a garland of ivy 

Through my once dark, flowing, hair, 
For, the pale god of memory 

Holds his dreary banquet aye there. 

But, bring the dark, gloomy cypress, 
That blooms o'er the corpse below, 

And, bind with it each whit'ning tress, 
They are only for the grave now. 
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WINTER. 

Where are the flowers, the soft purple flowers, 
That perfumed the morning's breath? 

They wave no more in the Winter bowers, 
They sleep in the land of death. 

Where are the leaves, the dark forest leaves, 
That danc'd in the noon-tide's beam ? 

They sing no more, for the cold wind weaves 
O'er them, the pale snow-wreath's gleam. 

Where are the clouds, the vast pillar'd clouds 

Eve lit with her blood-red wand ? 
They're seen no more with their rolling shrouds, 

They roam in the Summer land. 
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SONG OF THE PEASANT GIRL. 

I am happy, I am happy, 

When I roam along the dells, 
When my brother wand'reth with me 

For the fragrant flowerrbells ; 
When the sunbeams thro' the forest 

Light us on our joyful way, 
And the bird from her painted breast 

Sings to us her merry lay. 

I am happy, I am happy, 

At the silent eventide, 
When round the well-loved greenwood tree, 

Thro* the mazy dance we glide ; 
When close by us our mother sits, 

And sings some new asked for song, 
Which in the morrow's journey flits 

With us as we bound along. 
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I am happy, I am happy, 

In the lonely hour of night, 
For my brother's arm is round me, 

And he clasps me to him tight, 
And I take a last look of him 

Whilst he kisses me to sleep ; 
And in my dreams, thro' woodlands dim, 

Our wanderings we still keep. 
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SONG OF THE PEASANT BOY. 

Wake, sister dear, we should not be here, 

The sunbeam is now on high, 
The lark from her nest, with song in her breast, 

Soars up to the dark blue sky, 
And the wild deer leaves her couch 'neath the trees, 

And the fawn comes forth to play, 
And the rills ring out their ecstatic shout ; 

Awake, and let us away! 

Wake, sister dear, we should not be here, 

The flowers now fling off their dew, 
The mountains are bright with the warm sun-light 4 , 

The breast of our lake is blue ; 
And every bird, in the forest is heard 

Trilling forth to heaven her lay, 
Awake then, and sing our sweet thanksgiving, 

And then to Woodlands away ! 
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SONG. 

They say that thou hast forsaken 

The lays of thy fatherland, 
That they no longer awaken 

One thought for its distant strand : 

They say thou no longer knowest 
The friends, who come from that shore, 

On whom bright smiles thou bestowedst, 
When ye met in days of yore . 

They say, that when thy father's name 
Perchance is mentioned to thee, 

Thy proud brow crimsons, as tho' shame 
Were link'd to his memory. 

Ah, thy young heart hath learnt too soon 
The world, and her painted ways, 

But she's to learn that her best boon 
Is gone ; thy merry childhood's days. 
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TO THE SPRING. 

Thou hast bid the rills gush forth from the hills 

Again with happy glee, 
Hast wak'd softer waves from the coral caves 

Of the dark rolling sea ; 
Thou hast brought the bloom to heather and broom, 

The bell to the lily's stem, 
Love's-note to the bird, green shade to the herd, 

Thou hast gladdened aU of them. 

But thou dost not bring in thy wandering 

Joy to the lonely breast, 
Thou canst not break the deep sleep she doth take, 

When all she hath lov'd best 
Are wrenched away, and 'neath the cold clay 

The beautiful are spread ; 
Thou bringst joy to aU y to me but a pall, — 

Thou canst not restore the dead. 
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TO A WANDERING ITALIAN. 

" What dost thou here, son of a southern clime ? 
With eye that telleth of the olden time, 
When thy sires held the sway of land and sea, 
And conquer'd nations bowed in fealty ? 
How canst thou barter thy romantic lay, 
In a foreign land, for a stranger's pay ?" 

" Ah, lady, my proud sires are now no more, 
I have no home upon that sunny shore, 
For the cold wind sigheth along its halls, • 
The wild flower waves her banner on its walls, 
And the foeman's child now haunteth that stream, 
Where my childhood passed her morning dream." 

" Back, back to the shore where thy fathers lie 
'Neath the warmer beam of a brighter sky; 
The hearts are too cold on this northern strand, 
To value that lay of thy father land. 
Away ! thy father's spirit calls for thee, 
To sleep with him, in native Italy/' 
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THE NIGHT BIRD. 

While the sunbeams pour their warm golden shower 

Through the sky's fretted roof, 
Bringing light to bird, and the forest herd, 

And spider's silky woof, — 
I sullenly sleep in my cell so deep, 

Far in the rock's black cave, 
And dream all the day of my future prey, 

Which I'll find when night's on the wave. 

Then at evening's fall, when a dusky pall, 

Wraps up the grove in gloom, 
I gladly arise with my meteor eyes, 

As ghost from lonely tomb. 
And hurriedly wing my long wandering, 

Across the sleeping flood, 
And dart on the fawn as it dreams on the lawn, 

And lap up its young, warm, life's blood. 
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I am the dread bird, whose wild screech is heard, 

When murderer passeth by, 
And babe's death-scream, as 'tis strangled in dream, 

Is foretold by my cry. 
And ere the whirlwind rusheth up behind 

To wrench the greenwood tree, 
Thro' the shade ye hear a low note of fear, — 

That warning is ever from me. 
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THE REQUEST. 

Oh ! meet me when the moonbeam 

Lies on the deep, 
And the billow seemeth to dream 

In softest sleep. 
When the wind's last note hath gone 

To rest above, 
And nature speaketh alone 

Of thee, and love. 
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THE STREAMLETS LAY. 

Through the livelong day I murmur my way 

Down to my mother the deep, 
And through the long night, like some restless sprite 
I still wander, for I ne'er sleep; 
But waft up my song 
Through the blue night long, 
To that one in the heavens that sits among. 

Though there be no breeze, to rouse the green trees, 

To pour forth their grateful lay, 
Or joyously wake the wave of the lake, 

From her sleep 'neath the solstice ray, 
Yet, sweeter than bird, 
My voice is then heard, 
To rise from the hill which my waters gird. 

The linnet at eve may forget to weave, 
Soft songs from the dewy grove, 
And the thrush at morn from the bloss'ming thorn, 
Omit his duteous hymn of love : 
My voice will be sent, 
In sweet merriment, 
Morn, noon, and night, unto the firmament. 
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THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

O'er my mossgrown feet the streamlet fleet 

Murmurs her tinkling song, 
While in my arms high, which woo the blue sky, 

The goshawk feeds her young. 
'Neath my leafy bower, many a soft flower, 

Which the hot sunbeam would slay, 
Lifts up her blue head from the earth's dark bed, 

Unhurt by the solstice ray. 

Oh ! many a maid, her pale cheek hath laid 

In anguish on my breast, 
And with tears has thought of that one whom nought 

Could awake from his last rest. - 
And many a youth, who searched for truth, 

In the world's treacherous scene, 
Hath dreamt of bright skies where love never dies, 

Beneath my boughs' shady screen. 
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The green turf around hath echoed the sound 

Of knights who rode to war, 
Whose white bones now bleach away from man's reach, 

In desert sands afar. 
And oft the prest deer hath lingered here, 

To catch a short moment's breath, 
Ere she fled away, as she heard the bay 

Of hound — herald of her death. 

I have stood the storm, the slug, and the worm, 

For many a long year, 
And my leaves still glance, and merrily dance, 

When zephyr wanders here; 
But, the sunburnt child, with smile sweetly wild, 

Who comes to play round me, 
Will soon have*to moan for his friend that's gone, 

His mute friend, the Greenwood Tree, 
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THE QUESTION AND ANSWER. 

Where is my brother, I see him not here, 
IVe searched for him in the haunts of the deer, 
I have wandered afar by the mountain stream, 
I've looked for his step where the flowrets gleam ; 
I have fled, all alone, to our loved tree, 
Searched for him there, and oft called him to me, 
But no answer came, and he is not here, — 
Oh, tell me, where is he, my mother dear ? 

You may search for his step, my gentle child, 
By the mountain stream in the forest wild, 
By the lonely dell where the soft flowers sleep, 
Where oft at the noontide ye used to sleep ; 
You may shout out his name by that loved tree, 
Round which at the twilight he played with thee, 
But thou'lt find him not, thou'lt see him no more, 
Thy brother hath fled to the better shore. 
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SONG. 

Oh, who could sleep while the bright moonbeams steep 

With silver the murmuring sea, 
And the stars sing out their ecstatic shout, 

Of the joys of eternity ; 
And the lights of the north come shimmering forth 

From the depths of the arctic pole, 
And the west-wind sighs ere she faintly dies, 

Her last note to the billow's roll ? 

The sons of pleasure may search for treasure, 

To feed their unnerv'd mind, 
In gay golden halls, where soft music falls, 

And thought is left behind. 
I love better far to hear the soft jar 

Of the wave on the vessel's side ; 
And with awestruck eye, to watch thro* the sky, 

The wandering planets as they glide. 
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TO THE SEA. 

Thou hast many a lovely shell 
Hid in thy unknown breast, 
And, blushing coral beds as well, 
Find in thee a calm rest ; 

Keep them, thou lone sea, 

They are not for me, 
Or give them the Diver, they pay him well. 

Thou hast many a goodly form, 
That fought for his country, 
And perish'd in the battle's storm, 
Alas ! but food for thee. 

Oh restore them not, 

They are now forgot, 
The world knoweth no memory. 

But, thou hast some hidden spirit, 
In thy aye changing wave, 
If thou lov'st man, oh ! give me it, 
My soul from madness save, 

Tell to me, oh ! tell, 

Thy yet unknown spell, 
Thy mystery, thou grave. 
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TO THE CAPTIVE. 



Little bird, little bird, what dost thou here ? 
Thy home is the mountain and its fresh air, 
Where the silver stream leaps light o'er its bed, 
And the bluebell raiseth her modest head, 
And the red-deer walks forth untamed and free : 
Little bird, this is not a place for thee. 

I know by thy trembling dejected lay, 
Thy proud heart is pining the livelong day ; 
Whilst thy night-dreams are of that mossy nest, 
Where thy lov'd mate taketh her lonely rest ; 
It shall be no more, — there, I set thee free, 
Away, to that home where she calls for thee : 

But tell her there was one who lov'd thee too well, 
To break thy proud spirit in caged cell, — 
Tell her there w one who thinks of thee still, 
Though far away by thy own mountain rill: 
And perhaps she will bless the stranger child 
Who pitied thy fate, told in strain so wild. 
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SONG. 

Where shall the warrior rest, 

Whose life has been glorious, 
Whose arm, though oft hard pressed, 
Was ever victorious ? 
On his banner, red with the blood of the dead, 

His pillow the hack'd shield, 
With his stony eye still fix'd on the sky, 
Stretched on the battle-field. 

Where shall the maiden rest 

Whose dream of love is o'er, 
And whose deserted breast 
Wishes for life no more ? 
In the lonely dell, where the asphodel 

Shall wave along her bier, 
And the nightingale shall tell her sad tale, 
And win the moon to hear. 



y Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 71 

Where shall the mother lie 
She, of the broken heart, 
Whose love, though grief could try- 
Never from her did part ? 
In the forest deep, where the shadows sleep, 

Where man's step ne'er was heard, 
And on her sweet head, fresh leaves shall be spread, 
Each morn by turtle bird. 

Where shall the poet sleep 

He, the unlamented, 
Whom grief thro' life did keep, 
At last drove demented ? 
Oh give him a grave, unmark'd by the wave, 

No tears he asks from thee, 
But the mad, white surge, shall ring out his dirge, 
Into eternity. 
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THE EAGLE. 

I am the bird of the fearless wing, 
No terror can in my bosom spring, 
No tongue can prescribe a flight to me, 
For the wind of heaven is not more free ; 

And my home is alone 

In the mountain's cone, 
Where the step of mortal never was known. 

When the thunder-cloud sits on the vale, 
And below is heard the forest wail, 
And man in his palace tremblingly 
Boweth to heaven the coward knee, 
I wheel in mad flight 
Through the storm-cloud's night, 
And laugh at the lightning with eye as bright. 

O'er the steep crag of the untrod snow, 
My wing knows a path where none can go, 
O'er the long ocean of burning sand, 
She wafts me safe to the wish'd for land. 

While gasping beneath, 

In the simoom's breath, 
The caravan sinks in the arms of death. 
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I know each green mountain on earth's breast, 
Each sloping dell, where the young fawns rest, 
My sway extendeth from pole to pole, 
From Afric, to where the icebergs roll : 

And, when tired of war, 

I wander afar 
Above the white clouds, to each amber star. 

The bird of the earth, when cold and dead, 
Is covered with leaves, o'er its breast spread ; 
The mortal piles on his brother's brow 
The stone, which the stranger laughs at now. 

But, I die alone, 

In the mountain's cone, 
And my grave till doomsday never is known. 
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SPRING. 

I bring the warm shower to the newborn flower, 

As it shoots from earth so dark, 
I open the tomb, where the leaf-buds bloom 

Far down 'neath the walnut bark ; 
I break the icechain, which so long did rein, 

The speed of the pent-up rills, 
And they bound once more to their lov'd seashore, 

Down the brow of their craggy hills. 

The ice-breeding cloud, thro' whose lurid shroud 

The sunbeam could not burst forth, 
Is scatter'd afar by my zephyr-drawn car, 

To the realms of the dark north. 
While 'cross heaven's floor I weave out the store 

Of bright gleaming pearly bands, 
Who follow my flight thro' day and thro' night, 

From the depths of the summer-land. 
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Soon I'll wake the song, which hath slept too long 

In the thrush's lonely breast, 
And cuckoo thro' grove shall pursue his love, 

Till the hour of eve-brought rest. 
While at rosy morn, o'er the dew-fleck'd lawn, 

The swallow in sport will roam, 
For they follow me o'er the far, far sea, 

To the land of their northern home. 
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TO A WANDERING BEE. 

Where art thou wandering, thou happy bee ? 
This is not a fit place or time for thee, 
For the trembling moonbeam is on the deep, 
Lulling her bosom to a balmy sleep, 
And the stars are out on the azure sky, 
Decking heaven's brow with amber brilliancy. 

And holy silence reigns, 

For there are now no strains 

Wafted along the sea, 

Save that light lay from thee ; 
Back to the earth, thou honey-bee. 

But, when the morn, arrayed in ruby dress, 
Converts the scene from gloom to mirthfulness, 
When the laughing sunbeam unfolds the flower, 
And song of bird salutes the happy hour, 
When nature, sick of the long thrall of night, 
Throws off her reign, and welcomes the daylight ; 

Then hum thy merry song, 

Hill and bright dell along, 

In tuneful gaiety, 

'Tis the hour made for thee ; 
But leave this silence unto me. 
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SONG OF THE HUNTSMAN'S BRIDE. 

Tell me not of your mirror'd halls, 

Where music's soft note ever falls, 

And pleasure is sought for, but ever palls : 
Give me the wild-wood, and the rushing flood, 

With its sheet of dancing foam, 
Morn with her soft breath, the green turf beneath, 

And the huntsman's merry home. 

Seest thou not in fashion's glare, 
Joy, though courted, cannot rest there, 
But all is a dream of envy and care ? 

Oh ! give but to me the blue heavens free, 
And winds, what tho' they come ! 

Our night-dreams are sweet 'neath the old oak's feet, 
In the huntsman's merry home. 
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THE CAPTIVE BOY. 

" Canst thou say ' Why dost thou wish to return 

And recross the billow's foam ? ' 
Thou know'st not the feelings that warmly burn 

In this breast for its Arab home," 

" Hast thou seen that land, that bright emerald land, 
Where the palm-trees rise on high, 

And the vine-clad caverns shoot forth their band 
Of waves, dyed in a blood-red sky ? 

" Hast thou heard the song, the soft, melting song, 

Which riseth at evening's fall, 
Of bulbul bird as it floateth along 

O'er the grove, with its spirit call ?' 

" Hast thou seen the eye, the dark, speaking eye, 
Which haunteth the soul in dream ? 

Oh ! let me return to dear Araby, 

To the maid of the mountain stream." 
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TO A SEAMEW. 

Bird, lonely bird of the wandering wing, 
Thou shouldst not be here, where the flowrets spring, 
Thy home is the dark blue wave, far away, 
Where thy sleep is sweet on the white sea-spray. 

Have thy brothers' cold hearts driven thee here, 
To seek some kind friend thy sorrow to share, 
Into whose ear thou mayst thy tale unfold, 
And dream with him of thy blest days of old ? 

Gentle bird, there is no pity on earth ; 
Return to the lone sea, which gave thee birth ; 
Confide thy sorrow to her rugged breast, 
And thy secret with her will calmly rest. 
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THE MOUNTAIN STREAM. 

Let the lowland rill murmur her way still 

Along the greenwood shade, 
Where the sickly gleam of doubling sunbeam, 

Can scarce dart thro' the shade 
Of the thick shrubs that creep o'er her wave, asleep 

Beneath the dreamy lay 
Of the lovesick bird, whose slow note is heard 

To float the livelong day : 
My mad billows dash with a deafening crash 

Far o'er the jagged steep, 
And whirl up the trees in their foaming seas, 

As they hurry to the deep. 

No one hath seen the dark fountain green, 
Whence I burst from earth's womb, 

But the eagles flap, and the wild deer lap 
That pool of stilly gloom. 
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The ray of sunrise o'er the night-fleck'd skies, 

Alighteth on me there ; 
Awaking from sleep the wolves as they leap 

From out their cavern lair ; 
And the blood-red gleam of the sun's last beam, 

Ever wandereth to me, 
Arousing the snake from its fenny brake, 

The owl in the riven fir-tree. 



y Google 



82 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE STRANGER'S GRAVE. 

No one comes near thee, thou lone grave, 
Round whom the darksome fir-trees wave ; 
No one sheds o'er thee pity's tear, 
Pausing to note the stranger's bier, 
But all glide by, as tho' some dread 
Haunted the home of th' unmarKd dead : 
Accept, then, a brother's tear from me, 
Whoe'er thou hold'st, whate'er his tale may be. 
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AUTUMN. 



Where is the lay, the happy lay, 

Of the soft Summer wind ? 
The rills reply " 'tis gone away, 

Bright suns are left behind ; 
And the zephyr no more 
From his loved western shore 
Shall wander on our wave, 
For the rude Autumn blast 
Thro' the forest hath past, 

And the flower finds in us a grave." 

Where is the call, the twittering call, 

Of swallow, joyous bird ? 
The forest sere leaves, as they fall, 

Reply, " 'Tis no more heard ; 
For, on arrowy wing 
She is now wandering 
Back to her southern sky, 
Where her tinkling love-note 
Through the palm-shade will float, 

And we are left alone to die. 
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Where is the friend, the dark-eyed friend, 

Who cheered life's gloomy hour ? 
Death says, " My dart gave him an end, 
He lies beneath my power ; 

And his bones 'neath the clay 
Shall moulder fast away, 
His form thoult no more see ; 
For o'er his raven head, 
A green mantle is spread, 
Below is the worm's revelry. 

Where is his soul, his guileless soul, 

O ! tell me, dread King Death ? 
No answer comes, but a low roll, 
As of some spirit's breath, 

In a solemn whisper, 

Now to me doth answer : 

" I am one of his band, 

And we wander above 

In a soft clime of love, 
And our home is the Spirit-land." 
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ON INCHOLM MONASTERY. 

• 

I have seen the rays of young morning dance 

Athwart thy aged towers, 
But, they were too bright, for they seem'd to glance 

At thee their mocking showers. 

I have seen the noontide's red scorching beam 

Dart from on high to thee ; 
I knew that it shone but to rend a seam, 

And seal thy destiny. 

I've watched the blushing eve linger awhile 

Upon thy shatter'd breast ; 
But, she greeted thee with a boding smile, 

As though thou wert not blest. 

Now from the sky the moonbeam flings her tress 

Across thy hollow brow, 
And she seems to hallaiv thy agedness : — 

I love to see thee now. 
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THE BLIND BOY* 

Ye say that this world is bright, 

And filled with glorious things, 
That 'tis sweet to watch the daylight 

Beam on the mountain's springs, 
That 'tis sweet to watch the flower 

Sleep 'neath the noontide's raj, 
Or gladly dance, when 'mong the bower 

Winds come with her to play : 
I know them but in dreams. 

Ye say that 'tis sweet at eve 

By the greenwood to roam, 
And scan the wild-deer, as they leave 

The glade, for their woodland home ; 
While the merry children's dance 

Is footed round the tree, 
And the song of joy, and the jocund glance, 

Is pass'd right merrily : 
I know them but in dreams. 
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Ye tell me 'tis sweet when Night 

Sits on her ebon throne, 
To watch the stars as they light 



The halls of her high dome, 
While from the blue wave, her car 

The moon rolls up on high, 
And folds out from it afar 

Her crystal canopy : 
I know it but in dreams. 
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THE WARNING. 

The days of thy youth are over, 

That happy, but passing dream, 
And age's dark pinions hover 

O'er thy life's fast ebbing stream ; 
All thy youth's friends are gone from thee, 

Away to their last cold home, 
Some lie forgot 'neath the yew-tree, 

Some sleep 'neath the white seafoam ; 
The wife, so dear to thy young heart, 

Tell me, where hath she now gone ? 
How couldst thou bear from her to part, 

And drag out thy days alone ? 

Dost think that life has some pleasure, 

Unfelt as yet or unseen ? 
Old man ! 'tis a hollow treasure, 

Not worth one day that has been. 
Dost thou imagine that stern death 

In his fleet flight hath pass'd thee, 
And kindly giv'n more years of breath ? 

Fool ! has he e'er shewn mercy ? 
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Did he spare the friends of thy former days ? 

Were they not cut off, though in folly's ways ? 

Did he spare her, who on thy arm would sleep, 

A.nd tell thee all her heart, whilst thine thou'st keep ? 

"Who swore to be thine at the altar's side, 
Whose is she now, but Death's pallid bride ? 
Thy eyes are dim, else thou wouldst see him now, 
His step by thy side, his breath on thy brow, 
While his gaunt hand points to a place before, 
" Tis the grave yawning for her long'd for store ;" 
Thy ears are deaf, else that deep icy sigh 
Would thrill thro' thy bones — 'tis " Prepare to die." 
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WAR SONG. 




On to the battle-field. 

Our country calls us now, 
To make our pillow of the shield, 
Our bed, the mountain's flinty brow ; 
But the wild wind of heaven is pure and free, 
It will whisper soft dreams of liberty. 

Our homes are forsaken, 

And those, whom we hold dear, 
May fancy our loves are shaken, 
For we give them no parting tear, 
But when we have wrench'd off slavery's chain, 
Let gratitude's tears gush forth as the rain. 

Many of us will fall, 

But where's the traitor heart, 
Would not, upon his country's call, 
With his best life's blood gladly part ? 
Oli soft shall be the warrior's parting sigh, 
For angels hover round when patriots die. 
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THE IDIOT BOY. 

Oh I love to chase the shadows that race 

Far o'er the flow'ry glade, 
Or recline at noon, in a dreamy swoon, 

Beneath the heechen shade ; 
And when night comes on, and the daylight's gone 

To rest beneath the wave, 
I pour a soft song the blue sea along 

Ere I sink to sleep in my cave. 

The beings I see are scarce dear to me, 

At least I love far more 
Those spirits that play with my soul away 

In the dream-haunted shore ; 
Their eyes are brighter, their footsteps lighter, 

Than those that walk the earth, 
And I wake with a sigh to find they must fly 

When morn unto light giveth birth. 
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Friends I have made of each bird of the glade, 

Of each meandering rill, 
Of each lonely flower in its greenwood bower, 

Of the wild goat of the hill. 
My life is scarce glad, yet I'm happy, tho' sad, 

And often days of joy 
Return to me, though in philosophy 

Ye style me the Idiot Boy. 



THE END. 
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